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the Congress proclaimed the abolition of slavery in the whole territory
of the Union. This decree was to be followed by the equal standing of
white and colored in all political rights. But when eleven states refused
to sanction these principles, Congress refused to recognize them as fully
members of the Union and on March 16 they were excluded from political representation. The eleven recalcitrant states were put under the
dictatorship of military governors and a special Union administration,
and all inhabitants of the Union were granted full citizenship, regardless
of the color of their skin and the hitherto given slave status. Imagine
how the slaves were jubilant when they heard that message and might
have thrown their hats into the air! In the year 1868 some of the above
mentioned States recognized the new political rules and were admitted
as fully entitled members to the Union. Virginia, Mississippi, Texas,
and Georgia remained stubborn until1870. 58
Oh how glad we were to put away the military uniform and weapons after the successful conclusion of the war! We had the satisfaction
in our hearts of having done a good work for humanity. But not all could
enjoy this achievement. Many were shot to death or perished some other
way and were soon forgotten. And those who came home as a cripples,
and are still alive, they also have a souvenir, but of what kind ...
My Trip to California

Now that the war was finished, I had to look for a job. I decided
to go first to New York. I didn't take along the many and large mattresses on which I had rested during four years, nor could the "guards"
that used to jump in the grass follow me, and they probably have not
escaped their certain death. So I came to New York. It was twelve at
night. We could leave the boat only the next morning because all inns
were closed. Thus I headed to town in the early morning hours and saw
a sign that read "Die 3 Bundesbrtider" [The Three League Brothers] .59
58
The events of "Reconstruction," as the post-Civil War era from 1865 to 1877 is
called, are featured in many works, among them the Encyclopedia of the Reconstruction
Era, 2 vols. Richard Zuczek, ed. (Westport, Connecticut: Greenwood Press, 2006). The
"Introduction" xxxi-xlvii offers a valuable overview, esp. the section "Reconstruction
Historiography," xxxiii-xxxvi.
59
It refers to the legendary oath first mentioned in the White Book of Sarnen
dating from 1470. Three men named Werner Stauffacher of Canton (continued on next page)
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I thought this must be a Swiss inn and entered. I was very hungry because yesterday we hadn't gotten any supper.
The Journey
During the morning a ship with immigrants arrived. There were
many Tyroleans on board. They also stopped at this inn. One of the
Tyroleans asked me what kind oflandsman I was. I am Swiss, I replied.
He remarked that they had also a Swiss chap on board, but that he was
crying almost all the time because he was homesick. I asked him where
the fellow was lodging. Here, at the same place as we do, but he has left
for a walk and will be back for lunch. And sure enough, at noon hearrived and had a pointed cap on his head. I went to meet him and asked
him about his origin and name. "My name is Frischknecht and I am
from Schonengrund," he said. "In that case we are neighbors," I replied,
"my name is Hanselmann and I am from Wattwil, but a citizen of Sennwald." One thing led to another. He told me that he planned to travel to
California to his cousin, who owned numerous cattle, to work there as a
cheese maker. That suited me very much since I also wanted to go west
together with two Swiss countrymen from Illinois. But we had to wait
three more days before the ship left. One thing I noticed about the man
from [Canton] Appenzell-he was always wearing a pointed cap. When
I asked him about it, he answered, that on the boat the wind had blown
away his hat. This was indeed a good reason to wear a cap.
After lunch we went for a walk. Close to our inn, I told Frischknecht:
"Look, here is a hat shop, come, I want to buy you one." I had two reasons for this. On the one hand I thought that he had no money to replace
his lost hat, and on the other I wanted to prevent that New York's ragamuffins made fun of him. If my good-natured fellow from Appenzell
with his pointed cap had stood around in the streets and had also made
a sad face, soon a bunch of wild ragamuffins would have surrounded
him, shouting: "Look, look here, what a greenhorn!" What is one then
to do? If one would but touch a hair of one of them, the police would
Schwyz, Walter Fiirst of Uri, and Arnold of Melchthal of Nidwalden supposedly had
met on a meadow called the Riltli on Lake Lucerne and solemnly sworn to fight for the
liberation from imperial domination. For a brief discussion of the issues see for instance
Jonathan Steinberg, Why Switzerland. Second edition (Cambridge, England: Cambridge
University Press, 1996, 14-16).
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be right there and arrest the "greenhorn." If one wants to avoid bumps
on the head and doesn't want dirty clothes, the best thing to do is not
to give those street boys any reason for taunts, or to let them do their
thing and to ignore them. I saw once how they were chasing a man.
I got enraged, and at home there would have been some slaps in the
face, but it seemed better to go one's way. I am myself a citizen of the
United States, but in this regard I cannot praise the Americans because
they don't better control the street boys and let them bum around like
young dogs in the streets and accost the foreigners. What did now my
Frischknecht do? He didn't let me buy him a hat, but said that he still
had his Sunday hat in his baggage; he got it right away and put it on.
After three long days we could sail and after two weeks we landed in Aspinwall. This is a town opposite to Panama, in the southwest
of the Caribbean Sea and already belongs to South America. The ship
could not sail any further. From this part of the ocean they wanted
to build the Panama Canal.60 One-third was already completed when
I was still in America. If a ship wants to sail directly to California,
it has to make its way all around South America and it reaches San
Francisco only after four to five months. Once the canal is finished,
the voyage will take only 14 days from Panama.
When we arrived in Aspinwall and the ship was unloaded, a Negro approached me and asked whether I had some money to change.
He would pay according to the exchange rate in gold and deduct only
six percent. Although I was a bit distrustful, I gave him nevertheless a
one hundred dollar bill, and he paid me honestly. (When in 1861 war
had broken out, only paper money was put in circulation. The smallest note was 50¢. But California didn't have any paper money. There,
wages were paid in gold or silver. California is 1,000 hours away from
New York. That state didn't send troops for the war. They needed their
60

The 51-mile-long Panama Canal, began by a French company in 1881 without
success, was taken over by the United States in 1903, began in 1904, completed in
1914, and operated until 1979, then jointly until the end of 1999 when Panama gained
complete control. It shortened a ship's voyage to the Pacific by 8,000 nautical miles.
61
As throughout his account, Hanselmann echoes the inversion of historical fact.
The white newcomers were the aggressors and the indigenous people fighting for their
very existence. See James Rawls, Indians of California. The Changing Image (Norman,
Oklahoma: Oklahoma University Press, 1984). His chapter titled "Extermination"
describes the extent of their annihilation by killing "hunts" of miners, ranchers, and
volunteer militias (p.171).
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troops to keep the Indians in check. 61 ) Soon the Negro came back to
me. To my surprise he had pointed caps on his arm and asked me to
buy one. I had a look at these strange things and said to myself (in
Swiss German): "I wonder where they make them and where they are
coming from." The Negro noticed that I looked at his merchandise
with unbelief and showed me one of his caps. Now I saw that they
were neither hand- nor machine-made. He explained to me that here
on the isthmus these caps grow on trees. 62 Out of curiosity I wanted
to buy one, but the price seemed too high to me since I was to pay a
quarter dollar. Nevertheless they are strong and can wear them a long
time.
There is a 46-mile-long railroad from Aspinwall to Panama.63
When we were seated in the railway car, the same Negro came to us
and offered brandy for sale. Each ofus bought a bottle because we were
told that it was an excellent means against Panama fever. And when
we received credible assurance that as many workers had died from
Panama fever as there were sills under the tracks from Aspinwall 64 to
Pap.ama, we had a good reason to provide us properly with 'firewater.'
When we had traveled a stretch, I wanted to try my schnaps. But I put
the bottle quickly down again; the black lad had filled it with water.
Also the other three travel companions had been cheated the same way
by the Negro.
We came to Panama. Our boat bound for California was ready in
the shipyard. Very nearby was a high wall, and behind it the city, but
we couldn't see the houses, however. We asked the captain whether we
had enough time to go into town before our departure. "You would have
enough time, but I can't allow it," he said, "because in the town the
fever is grandly raging." Thus we had no desire anymore to see Panama
and were happy to leave soon. The sailors had still much work to do.
They covered the whole ship with canvas in order to keep the sunrays
out a bit. But even under the cover the heat was almost unbearable be62
According to the Random House Dictionary, 2nd edition, the "Panama hat" is
"made of finely plaited young leaves of the jipijapa, a palmlike plant of Central and
South America."
63
The Panama railroad was financed by the United States and began operating in
1855
64
Manzanillo, renamed Aspinwall in honor of William Henry Aspinwall, the
originator of the railroad. (BL)
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cause Panama is less than ten degrees north of the equator. The more we
headed north, the more the heat diminished.
After two days we reached the port of Acapulco in the State of
Mexico. Small commercial boats rowed towards us. Then their occupants called out their refreshments. They had little baskets with them.
If someone ordered something, they threw a rope on board, tied the
basket filled with the order to it, and we could then pull it up. After
that we put the money into the basket, then lowered it by the rope back
into the little boat. How the grocers checked that they were getting the
right amount! But they were right, as everywhere in the world there
are dishonest people also in the region of the equator. Early in the
morning of the next day our ship continued its journey along the west
coast of the state of Mexico. Here I saw flying fish for the first time.
Sometimes one could observe whole swarms, how they flew up in one
sweep from the sea and went down in fast flight so that no birds of
prey could catch them. I estimated that these flying cocks (that is their
real name) to be about 30 centimeters long and having a weight of one
and a half pound.
One day on board we were leaning against the railing and looked
down into the water. We saw a bluish monster close to the boat swimming through the foaming salt water. It was a whale. He was almost as
long as our boat and swam for quite some time in the same direction. We
observed the blue monster with great curiosity. His tail fin is horizontal,
is his only means of defense, and with it he can destroy a small boat
and its crew with one single stroke. We enjoyed it especially when he
spewed water into the air and when the sun made the falling streams of
water look silvery.
Whale hunting is any way a risky business, especially high up
in the North where ships get fully iced up and despite great care one
may easily slip and fall into the water. I have talked with several whale
hunters, among them also a Swiss. When they get ready for a voyage,
healthy and strong men are being hired. Wages are calculated after the
return and depend on the prey. Once killed, the whales are cut up, the
grease is boiled to train oil, the meat is sold as lard, and the whalebones
are offered for sale at the highest possible price The whole catch is
turned into money and all of it will be distributed among the hunting
crew. I guess that it will be as in all other places - the lion's share will
go to the entrepreneur.
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011
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Encounters in San Francisco
After a fortnight we had reached California and our ship proudly entered the port of San Francisco. Many hotel-keepers had their
omnibuses at the docks. They ferried their guests back and forth
without charge. But I first want to tell how this is all done. If a ship
arrives, the hotel boys with their carriages are already there. They have
to line up like a company of soldiers during an inspection. There is a
policeman in front of the line. If one of the men tries to push forward,
the policeman raises his stick and shouts: "Stop there!" The passengers
walk alongside the drivers, and these call out the name of their hotels.
There is-a noise like in a Jewish school. Some go with this, others with
that one. The porters lead their people to the carriage and when most
of the crowd has gone the policeman leaves the place. Only now the
real 'sheep market' begins. The drivers snatch the passengers from each
other, bring them to their hotels, and have a good laugh.
When we arrived in San Francisco, it was already late in the
evening. We drove in an omnibus to the "Hotel Chicago". The cook
had already gone to bed, and therefore the waiter prepared the meal
for us. In good Swiss fashion we wanted to have a glass of wine
and unhurriedly chat for a while. But the waiter was done since he
had to get up first the next morning. I could stay in the hotel, but
the other three had to stay outside. I got up early the next morning and wanted to know how my fellow travelers had slept. When
I went over, the fellow from Appenzell was already waiting at the
hotel door. He showed me his purse and said: "I have changed some
money, what kind of coins are these?" "These are English shillings,"
I replied, "How much have you paid for them?" "So and so much."
Right, my good Frischknecht had been taken and had paid double the
amount! This happens often. When young people emigrate, they are
told: "Don't trust anyone", and they follow that lesson so promptly
that they don't even trust a fellow Swiss and thus are being cheated
by foreigners. I knew English money, but he hadn't told me one word
that he wanted to change money. Ten years later I met Frischknecht
again. Later on, when I returned to Switzerland I wanted to meet
his parents in Schonengrund, but I couldn't give them the regards
of their son. I was told that they had moved, and nobody wanted to
know where they had gone.
https://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/5
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Another of the three companions named Walker I had to meet in
a way that I neither expected nor whished. In the year 1876 I drove a
flock of sheep from Sacramento into the wilderness and met an Indian.
He told me that close to the path a cart unattended by a driver had been
standing there for two days already, totally alone. I went there to see
what was the matter. We unharnessed the horses and let them graze.
When I looked around further, we saw a dead man lying on the ground.
Having a closer look, I recognized him as my friend Walker. We first
suspected that he had been murdered. Closer examination confirmed,
however, that he hadn't suffered a violent death. He was probably looking for land and had suffered a stroke.
My dear readers might probably like to know what I did in California. I became a shepherd, but not from the very first day. It happened
like this: When I went west after the war years, I was already so much
an American that I didn't reject any work if only thereby I earned some
money. At first I worked with Mr. Sturzenegger from St. Gallen in the
"Schweizerhof' of San Francisco-as a dishwasher. I washed plates and
coffee cups, rinsed glasses, cleaned knives and forks, cleaned tables,
and I did any kind of such tasks done by a maid. I earned five francs a
day, and I am wondering if many a reader thinks that in that case she too
would want to wash dishes.
Later I became a second waiter and served guests. The first night
already in the "Schweizerhof," I had it bad, or actually had it good.
I was sleeping alone in a room. When I woke up during the night, I
heard a strange noise beside my bed. I had the feeling that someone was
searching through my clothes. I held my breath and listened. Yes, by
the devil, something was going on. I got up and started to make noise.
There, someone was jumping away from my bed and running through
the door. I made light and checked whether I had still my purse. All
pockets empty! Now I searched with my lamp all around and under the
bed. There was my opened purse. Believing it to be empty, I was so mad
that I didn't even want to pick it up. But then I saw that the small middle
pocket was still closed. I opened it and found my money of about 100
francs in gold pieces. "He is still an apprentice as a thief," I said in a low
voice to myself, locked the door and lied down again. I didn't mind at
all that I was missing the few coins since I still had my beloved golden
little birds.
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011
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Becoming a Sheepherder
I soon got tired of hotel life. With a Swiss named Peter I traveled
to Sacramento to find work. There we read in a newspaper that a joblisting office had two shepherd positions .65 We went there, but before
we got the address, we had to pay two dollars each. When we came to
the farm, we were told, there was no need for any workers. We were
dejected and thought about our dollars. Peter went in front of me, and I
followed him. A man came after us. His name was Liet, and he told me
with a low voice that I could stay, but that he didn't need both of us. I
went with Peter back to town and picked up my two dollars. Eight day
later I started work and I kept my job for over three years. At the beginning I didn't like it all because the other shepherds were lazybones and
thought that I should do all the work while they stayed at the hut. When
I told this to Liet, he sent them away. He gave me a wage of five francs
a day and later made me a gift of 400 excellent sheep. Also food and
lodging were very good.
Sometimes I went to San Francisco. Soon I had to deal with butchers and wool merchants. Once I went there to pay the state tax. When I
arrived, I strolled towards the "Schweizerhof." I was still standing on
the pavement and checked out the alleys when someone was shouting
from the inn: "Hey, what are you looking around for so long, come on
in, and I pay you a drink." I turned to look and saw Mr. Stahl, a Swiss.
"I've heard you have become a shepherd now." And he continued: "I
have a brother in Oregon who sends me many sheep; but tell me now,
what is the value of a sheep?" "Well, this depends on the breed, whether they are young or old, recently sheered or with wool, etc. Recently
sheered rougher sheep at the moment are valued at about 17 francs, unsheered ones cost some francs more. A full blood Merino costs easily
65

Sheep were introduced into present-day New Mexico in 1598. When the Civil
War cut off the supply of Southern cotton to New England textile factories, they adjusted
their machines to producing woolen goods that led to a vast increase in sheep ranching.
In 1860 there were about 22.2 million sheep in the United States, by 1900 some 61.5
million. During the 1880s sheep ranching had become a kind of get-rich-quick scheme
in the West and on the Great Plains; see W. Eugen Hollon, "Sheep Ranching," The New
Encyclopedia of the West, Howard R. Lamar, ed. (New Haven: Yale University Press,
1998), 1040-1042; also Paul H. Carson, "Sheep and Sheep Ranching," Encyclopedia of
the American West. Charles Phillips and Alan Axelrod, eds. 4 (New York: Macmillan
Reference USA, 1996, 1451-1454), both with bibliographical references.
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60 dollars (300 francs). In the average they provide 17 to 18 pounds of
wool, the more common sheep have only about 7 pound of wool. Then
I told my friend Stahl how I fared when I wanted to buy sheep from a
widow. She owned a small herd of a better breed. I went there in the
evening at nightfall. She asked me to stay for the night. I readied my
bed in the stable. In the morning the herd was driven into the enclosure.
I knew from experience that the older animals are without teeth and just
worth the butcher's price and that they are also gentler than the younger
ones and always want to be in front; I wanted to examine their set of
teeth. But the old woman got very angry. My, how she hollered! I had
to take the sheep the way they left the enclosure, piece by piece, she
insisted, there was no sorting out. But in this case I didn't fall into the
trap. "Sure, I believe you," said Stahl, "you and those women, you take
each other's measure; but let's have another drink, and in the evening
we go to a theater."
I liked the idea because an occasional change also belongs to sheep
herding. In the evening we went to the theater. There was a large corridor
in the center of the auditorium; on the right hand in the background was
the scenery, on the left hand side a buffet. In the middle of the corridor
was a big dog. Because I like dogs, I tried to embrace it with both my
arms. The animal sprung in one jump into my face, I thought to see the
fire in Holland, and felt as if my head was rolling down my back. The
beast didn't bite me, but the welcome frightened me such that my legs
were trembling. A glass of beer gave me back my strength. In the theater
they played a piece about Indians. On the scene two women and some
children appeared. The settlers were attacked by the wild Indians. The
chief gave the order to kill them. When the redskins attacked the peaceful family, the women and children started screaming, the white men
armed with spears and sticks jumped from all directions onto the Indians and knocked them down. At the end a bunch of dead and wounded
bodies was lying on the scene.66
After having again spent some pleasant hours in town, I returned
to my sheep that in the meantime had been guarded by my helpers and
my dogs. We drove them often far away into the wilderness, where the
grass grew high, but where we often met wild people. Our herd counted
about 5,000 to 6,000 heads. One day we crossed a slope. At noon it was
66

See above, footnote 56.
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terribly hot. The bare cliffs were glowing like bricks, and we had no
water, so I feared loosing all my dogs. One of them had already his four
paws burned on the hot stones. I put him on my horse and the little black
one who was my darling and for whom I had been offered 200 dollars
in the back of my saddle. The other two got their paws covered with
rags. Now we were walking around and searching for water. Finally we
reached a gorge and found a hole four feet deep. We drank and took also
a bath. Than we continued our trip and luckily met up with our young
partner again who had chosen another way. We rested under the open
sky. The next day, it was on June 20, we reached Buhlsgin [Bullskin].67
This was a beautiful valley with excellent pasture.
My partner went a stretch ahead to reconnoiter where we would
have water for the evening while I stayed with the sheep. Suddenly
a man approached me, and I was surprised to see a human being in
this lonely place. He asked me if I planned to stay overnight with my
sheep. I told him that we would soon move on. The man warned us
about grizzly bears that were in living in this area what I didn't really want to believe; I thought that he wanted us to leave because of
the pasture since he was living with a herd in the area. From here we
came to Bornne Monnteens [Burney Mountains] .68 A little river was
flowing through the valley. On both sides there was a high mountain,
the one covered with a glacier, the other one was an extinct volcano.69 We lived our first cold night since we left Sacramento. After
having set our night lodging, we slaughtered a fat sheep. Nearby
was an Indian settlement, a so-called "Kembt" [Camp], where many
red skins were living. One Indian came to see us, and I gave him the
liver, the lung and the head of the sheep. He took this to his camp,
67

Probably Bullskin Ridge in Shasta County, named for a saloonkeeper so
nicknamed; see Erwin Gudde, California Place Names. The Origin and Etymology
of Current Geographical Names (Berkley, California: University of California Press,
1969, 42). [A revised version is William Bright, 1500 California Place Names. Their
Origin and Meaning. Berkeley, California: University of California Press, 1998.]
68
Possibly Burney Falls, named after a Samuel Burney of Scottish origin; ibid.
43.
69
Probably a reference to Mt. Shasta, 14,161 (4,316 m), named after the Shatasla
people of the region, and to Lassen Peak, 10,457 ft. (3,187 m), a volcano that last
erupted between 1914 and 1921. It was named after Peter Lassen, a Dane, who went to
California in 1840; see Robert Hixson Julyan, Mountain Names (Seattle, Washington:
The Mountaineers, 1984), 186-187.
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and then came back and took all the entrails we had thrown away.
The next morning after breakfast we saw a herd of sheep behind us.
The shepherd told us that last night he had lost six sheep to a grizzly.
After 51 days of exhausting moves 70 we came again to an Indian
lodging and found again many springs and grass in abundance. In some
places it grew so lavishly that one could tie it down over the back of a
horse. The same day my companions had moved ahead for four miles
further to reconnoiter. I was alone that night and prepared my resting
place by three fir trees. I wanted to go to sleep, but the wolves were
howling in the surrounding woods so that I couldn't rest and also
because our dogs always answered them. In the morning, I entered
an Indian hut. Nobody was there. In the center I saw an opening, a
kind of a cellar hole. There was ladder made from willows. I climbed
down about twelve feet. I couldn't understand for what purpose that
cave was used. In the hut I put three stones together and prepared my
breakfast.
Then came an Indian in long strides. He had about 100 arrows
in a coyote skin on his back and sat down while I was cocking. He
made me understand that he was hungry so that I gave him a large
slice of bread for which he thanked me with a kind nod. We couldn't
understand each other by talking. The next day another one came who
locked different but who talked to me in English. We were glad to be
able to understand each other. He was the second Chief named Jan
who ruled the Indians living in the area. I asked him why at this time
nobody was living there, the place was so beautiful. He told me that
the Indians owned two huts, in summer one along the rivers where
men could fish and women dig for roots, and in winter one on high
ground where they were safe from the rivers going over the banks.
Then I had him explain to me the particular character of the cave in
this camp. He told me that this hole was a "sweat lodge." It was heated
by a fire, then the Indians would sit in it until they sweated and thus
were cured from all kinds of ailments. These are strange sweat cures,
but if only they work. So I became known among the Indians and went
from camp to camp.
70
It seems that the herd had moved some 160 miles northward from Sacramento,
about three to four miles per day, through the valleys of the Cascade Mountains.
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The work of the Indians, as mentioned above, consists of hunting
and fishing. 71 The women dig for roots and collect the seeds from certain blades of grass, wild fruits, plums, berries, etc. When they dig for
roots, they carry a large, open basket on their back and as a tool use a
five-feet long stick to dig out the roots, and then they throw them over
their shoulder into the basket. In the evening, when they come back to
the camp, the roots are ground between two stones to a mush and then
eaten. During the meal they put their fingers into the mush and lick it.
They put the leftovers on hot stones and dry it like zwieback. When
they have gathered a certain amount, they take it to the winter camp. To
prepare meat an earth hole serves as frying pan and cooking pot. The
fire will be extinguished, the ashes are taken out, the meat is put on a
layer of green twigs and then covered with the same material. Ash and
earth are put over the whole and fire on top. This is probably the largest
cooking pot around.
Once I came to a camp when a roasted raccoon was taken out.
The Indians invited me to share the meal and I accepted at least to taste
the roast. Despite the fact that due to lacking flatware we ate with unwashed fingers, I found the meat very tasty. I just missed the salt. The
Indians call their wives Heele, the women their men Bog. The women
of the Indians are called Sgwa [squaw]. I will now end my stories about
Indians because if I were to continue telling them, the friendly women
readers might in the end dream about the redskins, and I don't want to
be blamed for that, if-etc., but I do want to add some other experiences
I had in California, and some observations about it.
Once I was tending 2,600 sheep near the city of Sacramento. They
could wander all over the whole city because there were no yards and
the grass was no good for haying because it was salt-grass.72 But the
sheep like it and do well by it. I had to wait for 600 heads, and when
71

For a concise sketch of the indigenous culture see Christa Landert, ed., Heinrich
Lienhard. "Wenn Du absolut nach Amerika willst, so gehe in Gottesnamen," second
edition (Ztirich: Limmatverlag, 2011, 14-15). A useful alphabetically arranged survey of
the some 500 indigenous groups, numbering about 300,000 people in 1800 reduced by
killing to some 30,00 by 1870, is Barry M. Pritzker, A Native American Encyclopedia.
History, Culture, and Peoples (New York: Oxford University Press, 2000, 112-161).
The groups were small, of diverse size, and self-contained, comparable to communes of
Swiss valleys.
72
Salt-grass refers to grass that grows in soil rich in alkali or having a high
percentage of sodium.
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they arrived I left immediately for the wilderness because there the
pasture is free. But my animals had scattered widely, ran around the
houses, and only with much effort I could them get going. Thus I
prayed the "wooden Our Father" that shepherds, goatherds, carters,
and cowherds know by heart better than any professor, and I didn't
think that I might offend someone. Then a homeowner came running
out, held a rifle in his hand and shouted: "At my home no one may
swear, or I shoot him dead!" I eyed the man from top to bottom and
thought: "Yes, with your rifle you just look like it, a good Christian,
you rascal," and then I took off.
Various Observations

In California one may find all types of climate as it were, just as
one would want them. In the regions of Santa Rosa, Santa Barbara,
Santa Cruz, San Diego, etc. there is eternal spring. It is also like that
in San Francisco. In summer one may sit there the whole day in the
sun, and one doesn't feel too much heat in the least, just as much as
is comfortable for people and as it feels good. But in summer, if only
during the night, it is so cold that one may wear winter clothes. The
main streets are also so crowded with people taking walks that one has
sometimes to stand still and wait until it becomes possible to move on.
In winter, days as well as nights are likewise lovely and warm. It is
furthermore a nice place for people afraid of storms because thunder
and lighting do not happen unless Swiss or Swabians are thundering
there, while on occasion they might even hail [come to blows]. If we
come to Sacramento, which lies about 100 miles northeast towards
Nevada, there the summers are very hot and in winter there is some
frost. Grass and vegetables grow all winter long, and the early potatoes are planted already in January. Further north towards Oregon we
can find areas where snow falls up to 6 feet deep. In southern California rainy days end in April. Then there isn't any rain until about the
end of October and sometimes not until Christmas. In summer rainy
days may happen just once in twenty years. Rain at that time damages
pastures and crops enormously.
In Calaveras County, 80 miles north of Sacramento I saw four
trees of which the smallest had a diameter of 22 feet, the largest of 33
feet. Their height was 400 feet and their bark was two feet thick. This
Published by BYU ScholarsArchive, 2011
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must be some kind of larch because they aren't real fir trees. 73 There
is an inn installed in one of those trees, and from Mokelumne Hill 74 a
road of 30 miles has been built, because many people make a pilgrimage to these giant trees to admire them. It was probably Adam who had
planted those. In general the vegetation of California is very abundant.
I saw strawberries there the size of an egg and pumpkins weighing
over two hundredweight. In Humboldt County potatoes grow so large
that one can buy 100 pieces a hundredweight by the wagonload. Twopound potatoes aren't rare at all. They are inside a bit hollow, but still
very tasty.
The Palace Hotel in San Francisco was completed in 1877 .75 It is
seven floors high. Underneath the hotel there is a street. It is built of
stone and iron. The guests of the hotel may, as they want, either walk to
their rooms or take an elevator that is very comfortably equipped with
upholstered seats and is moved by a steam engine (today probably electrically). It rides all day long from the bottom to the top of the house.
The roof is flat and there are flower gardens and pleasant walkways. The
whole palace is equipped with an excellent water distribution system.
It is one of the largest hotels in the world. It has more than 2000 halls
and rooms. It was built by Mr. Kossen, the president of the bank of California. He took all the money for the building from the bank. It came
to it that the bank had to stop payments and nearly failed. The builder
lost his head about it, and drowned himself. The hotel palace is a real
mountain, and it cost many millions of dollars.
It is astonishing what human hands can achieve in a short time. In
1849 there wasn't a single house in San Francisco, and now you can see
a town with a quarter million inhabitants from all nations. The town is
built on uneven and hilly ground, the streets are broad and beautifully
arranged. Important businesspeople establish themselves there, and all
73
Hanselmann probably refers to the sequoias of the Sierra slopes, the giant
conifers of central California, some of which are perhaps 2000 years old. They are
named after Sequoiah (ca. 1770-1843), a Cherokee silver smith and scholar, who created
a syllabary of 85 characters for the Cherokee language. For a biographical sketch see
Carl Waldman, Biographical Dictionary of American Indian History to 1900 (New
York: Facts on File, 2001, 342-343).
74
The place "developed as a mining camp in 1848 and became one of the
important centers of the southern mines;" Gudde, California Place Names, 207.
75
See Wikipedia, "The Original Palace Hotel (1875-1906) [of San Francisco],"
also called the Bonanza Inn, with picture and further details.
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the time astonishingly much is being built. San Francisco is a healthy
city and is visited only once in a while by smallpox and scarlet fever so
that sometimes someone gets an uneven face. What does it matter? The
town, too, is uneven. The inhabitants grow very old there and many may
reach 80 or 90 years.
The Story of Pastor Calleg
Now I will tell you a story about a clergyman. For twenty years,
Mr. Calleg76 had been a minister in San Francisco. He was much respected as such and also as a citizen. Calleg's parents were German,
but he was born in America. This gentleman had an evil enemy. He was
the editor of the newspaper San Francisco Chronicle. He spread many
vulgar slanders about Calleg's mother in his newspaper. Then came the
time when state elections had to take place in the city. Here it is customary that candidates are put on a list some time before Election Day
because on that day only those can be elected who were listed in time.
The presidential candidates were announced publicly half a year before
Election Day. Because the minister was a popular and capable man, the
working class proposed him as mayor and he was immediately put on
the list. Editor Jung was awfully bitter about this proposal.
One month before Election Day he had his horse carriage readied
and was taken to Calleg's house. Then he sent someone from the street
to the house to tell Calleg that there was a lady in front of the house who
wanted to talk to the minister. Calleg rushed out and approached the
carriage. Jung drew his revolver and fired two shots so that Calleg fell
to the ground right away. Thousands of people arrived within minutes;
they overturned Jung's carriage, pulled him to the street, and stamped
his body with their feet. Only with much effort was the police able to
76
Isaac Smith Kalloch (10 July 1832 - 9 December 1887) served as San
Francisco's 18 th mayor from 1 December 1879 to 4 December 4 1881. He was a
native of Maine and a Baptist minister. When he ran for mayor of San Francisco, he
was attacked by the San Francisco Chronicle editor-in-chief Charles de Young who
accused the minister of having an affair, while Kalloch claimed that Charles' mother
was running a brothel. Charles DeYoung ambushed Kalloch and shot him twice, but he
survived and was elected mayor. On 23 April 1880, Kalloch's son Isaac Milton Kalloch
entered the Chronicle building and killed Charles DeYoung, but was later acquitted by
a partisan court. See Carl Nolte, "134 Years of the Chronicle," San Francisco Chronicle
(16 June1999); retrievable in Wikipedia article the "San Francisco Chronicle."
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wrest the victim from the furious crowd and to put him in jail. A rich fellow was however able to set Jung free by posting bail of 10,000 dollars.
Thus Jung was free until his trial, but tried again to trouble the Calleg
family.
Mr. Calleg was under medical care, and a bullet could be extracted
from his body. In the meantime Election Day arrived and Calleg was
unanimously elected mayor although he still had a bullet in his body
and was between life and death. When Jung didn't leave the mayor-elect
alone and attacked him even more viciously than before, Calleg's son
went to Jung's office and fired at the fierce opponent five shots of which
the last one did the fiend in. Afterwards the crowd stormed the office
and wanted to destroy it. But hundreds of policemen were at hand. Calleg's son was understandably arrested, but the people judged his deed
of revenge in his favor because he was highly respected like his father.
I do not know what penalty he received, but hopefully the court decided
on a mild sentence.

About Mexicans
The Mexicans who once owned California are remarkably skilled
in throwing lassos. They ride small horses they call ponies. With these
they can catch the wildest bulls as well as a bear. The lasso is made of
twisted leather strips. There are also those made of hemp. A lasso is
about 40 feet long fixed at the knot of the saddle. When the Mexicans
want to catch something, they mount the pony and prepare the lasso by
wrapping it around their hand. At the end of the lasso is a loop that can
be tightened, and then the ponies are driven on and they rush off with
astonishing speed. The wild oxen are however not lazy either when they
sense the danger. Once the rider has caught up with the ox to a distance
of about 15 or 20 steps, he whirls the lasso three or four times around
and lets it fly. As soon as the ponies are aware that the ox has his horns
caught in the lasso they stem their legs because they might sometimes
be dragged on the ground.
If one wants to catch a bear, three to four men are required. If
they meet a bear in a forest or on rocky ground and if the animal can
be driven into open land where the ponies can run, the bear is lost. One
man behind the other, the hunting party chases after the bear. If the first
one fails in his throw, there is a second one, and so on. The lasso is rehttps://scholarsarchive.byu.edu/sahs_review/vol47/iss3/5
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readied during the gallop. When a bear has the lasso around his neck
and tries to attack the pony, the pony gallops faster than the bear is able
to follow. With lightening speed the other three throw their lassos, then
they have him in the middle, and his end is then no more far away.
About Gold Digging77
In the year 1848, 25 men traveled from New York to California.
They had heard that gold had been found there, and they wanted to try
their luck. When they sailed along the Mexican coast, they stopped at a
small town to get drinking water. They saw a brickyard, and one of the
group named Gehn was observing curiously how bricks were formed.
The owner of the brickyard now asked him, whether he was somehow
familiar with the business. Gehn answered that he was a professional
brick maker and had worked since his youth in his father's brickmaking business. The owner proposed to him to stay as a manager
and offered him a daily wage of 20 dollars and free lodging. But Gehn
didn't accept this tempting offer; the greed for gold drove him with
the others to the gold country California. They went aboard again and
landed at the "golden gate" where San Francisco is today. At that time
the town had not yet been founded. The first four houses had been manufactured in Hamburg and were transported with great difficulties to
the place. These are two storey houses that could be disassembled like
double chests and then reassembled again. Today it is a dwelling for
professionals. At that time the entrance to the port was so narrow that

77

This section is a partly wrong, partly oversimplified sketch of events and
personalities, especially of John August Sutter (1803-1880). It may serve, however, as
an example of how things were reported to a rural audience. A recent study of Sutter
is Albert L. Hurtado, John Sutter. A Life on the California Frontier. New Haven:
Yale University Press, 1988. Of central documentary importance is C. Landert, ed,
Heinrich Lienhard; he was a witness to the events, including the discovery of gold and
its immediate effect; see especially pp. 531-574; on Sutter passim, esp. after p. 384.
Valuable is also Mary Grace Paquette, The Adventures of a Young Swiss in California.
The Goldrush Account of Theophile de Rutte (Sacramento, California: Sacramento
Book Collectors Club, 1992). Paquette views the text as "perhaps the best" of accounts
in French. Rutte, born 1826 in Sutz-Lattrigen, Canton Bern, as Gottlieb Rudolf van
Riltte, and attracted by the gold discovery when in Brazil, describes the events from the
perspective of a businessman and honorary Swiss Consul. He returned to Switzerland
in 1856, residing at Chardonne, Ct. Vaud where died in 1885.
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